My Christmas Donut
Winters has been kind to science.

First, the monkeys floating on gum bubbles,

Then the maze of anonymous design,

And Tessie finally broke the lake’s surface.

Now alien contact through a meteor threatens us.

Spinning arms and multi-eyed beasts roam the snowplains,

Firing death rays and diamondizing dorm boys’ heads—

Oh, to wear a skull of compressed carbon!

Justified in avoiding the dangers of the outside world,

I work in my lab, alone,

Monitors telling me the Sky Runner’s already down,

Perhaps somewhere sunnier, 

Somewhere safer.

(Jeff, please use plastic sheets out there)
I break the fresh snow on my balcony
In a rare venture outside:

Small men with ribbons tied to their heads

Offer a snowcapped donut

And the collaboration of a lifetime.

Should I save a world I’ve yet to explore?

The innocent cavemen play beneath Stonehenge,

And I know.

Is there hope for the future?

The monitors tell me the Sky Runner’s working again,

And I am glad.

Should I ask for a research grant afterwards?

Below, a duck rolls his eyes at me,

And my donut is delicious.

